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the priest after death to be married. These
Japanese poets, too, feel for tomb and
wood the emotion, the sense of awe that
our Gaelic-speaking country people will
sometimes show when you speak to them
of Castle Hackett or of some Holy Well;
and that is why perhaps it pleases them to
begin so many plays by a Traveller asking
his way with many questions, a convention
agreeable to me, for when I first began
to write poetical plays for an Irish theatre
I had to put away an ambition of helping
to bring again to certain places their old
sanctity or their romance. I could lay
the scene of a play on Baile's Strand, but
I found no pause in the hurried action for
descriptions of strand or sea or the great
yew tree that once stood there; and I
could not in The King's Threshold find
room, before I began the ancient story,
to call up the shallow river and the few
trees and rocky fields of modern Gort.
But in the Nishikigi the tale of the lovers
would lose its pathos if we did not see
that forgotten tomb where " the hiding
fox" lives among "the orchids and the
chrysanthemum flowers." The men who
created this convention were more like